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living things, far from the hard arabesques of war : the
answer of incarnate femininity to hate and muddle. So at
least they seemed to me, as I stood enchanted, lost in
reverie, looking into twin pairs of long, almond-shaped
eyes.

For a moment they returned my gaze in surprise,
thinking perhaps what shabby creatures these dreaded
airmen were, and for another moment they looked on us
with sympathy ; then they retired with squeals of laughter
and busied themselves with their brother's baggage.

When we drove away they stood waving us good-bye.
I vowed that if Fate by a happy chance were to bring us
back with roles reversed, my first care would be to repay
their unspoken kindness : they were too beautiful to waste
their sweetness on bloody-minded Baghdadis : too amiable
to have a hand in Armageddon.

We travelled in arabas, conveyances which are typical
of the mind of the traditional East, now disappearing
before the steel and rubber inventions of the West.

The discomfort of the araba is as amazing as its endur-
ance. A pole (frequently lashed with string) transmits the
muscular energy of two ponies whose harness is mended
with string. The contrivance is surmounted by a patch-
work hood tied down with string. The passengers sit on
the floor. A few buckets and hay nets hang between its
rickety wheels. Such is the araba. If all the vitality
expended in the East upon starting on a journey were
turned to other purposes, the land might flourish, but the
philosophy which made the araba possible made other
activities impossible.

A full two hours before the start of our first stage after
Baghdad, when the world was still blue with cold, we